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PRE FACE. 
H E Duty of an Editor is to give 4 faithful account 
of the Work he gives to the Publick; and thy it 
lies in the Breaſt of every Reader to condemn or ap- 

| Prove at his own Pleaſure, yet he ſhould hold himſelf in- 

| excuſable, if be did not ſay ſomething in the Defence of 
this Undertaking, The Man who is offended without Rea» 
ſon, is the likelieſt to grow into Temper again without it 
reo, and therefore to the angry Perſon, whoſe Paſſions and 
Prejudices work highs he has nothing to ſay , well know- 


ing that be expects no Convidtion, but what proceeds from: 
hu dear ſelf. 


To the Impartial, or thoſe of a more ſerious turn of 
Temper, he has (omething to offer, which he hopes they will 
take well, ſince the following Entertainment aims only at 
their own Satisfaction, by attempting to recommend to them 
the Virtues of Her late Pious Majeſty. 


But to the Work : It is well inen that it was for- 

merly a Cuſtom. and not hong diſcontinued, for our two ce- 
lebrated Univerſities on occaſions of Publick Joy or Mour- 
ing, to publiſh Engliſh Verſes as well Latin; and the 
Curious may ſee in thoſe Colleflions ſome as fine Pieces as 
any that have appeared in Print ajter amther Manner. 
Inſtances there are abundance of this kind, to juitifie my 
aſſertion, when the Sprats and Bathurſts in one Univer ſity, 
1 of later Nears the Montagues and the Stepneys in 
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other wrote ſo, as hardly ever to have exceeded themſelves 
afterwards, But of late Tears the Faſhion is altered, and 
thoſe Learned Bodies ſpeak only in Greek and Latin, ſo that 
nine farts in ten who have a taſte of Poetry are excluded 
the Benefit of becoming Readers, Not to mention that there 
are a great many who have no regard to the Muſes upon 
ordinary occaſions, who ave very willing to hear what is 
ſaid of Princes and of Kings. To make ſome amends for 
the deficiency of the Learned, and ſatisfy the Curioſity of 
the Unlearned, this Collefion was begun; and I was |» 


happy at my firſt ſetting out, to fall on a Mem of the 


late Laureat on this Occaſion, the laſt and be that ever 
he, wrote. This encouraged me in the Wit, and I ſorn 


found that my Hands were full of Materials, and only re- 


quired ſome time in the Choice and Diſp»ſiticn of the Coll-&icn, 
The late Queen had ſo endeared Her Self to all Her Sub jecls, 


that I found ſhe hid made ſome Pets who were never in- 


tended for it by Nature, Theſe I reckoned among the Claſs 
of well-meaning Men of ſbort Powers, and ſo choſe rather 
to ſpeak well of their Deſign, than expoyje their Performan- 
(ef, . 


This is a true account of the Riſe and Progreſs of this 
Work, which by the antedating demands of the Publich, I 
conjectured would be acceptable, and ſo by a careful chice tock 
care to make the Price eaſie to the Purchaſer. The baaneſs 


. of the Seaſon, and the multiplicity of other Matters in the 


3 Preſs, hindred my being punctual in the Performance of my 


Promiſe : But, I hope, a good Deed can never be to) late; 
end for my own part, I have only this to jay to the Rea- 


-der, That if there is any Thing here that can endear the 
Memory of that excellent Princeſs to Her People, or perpe- 


tuate Her Vertues, the Deſign and Pains are anſwered of 
her greaneſt Admirer, j 


Juan. the 12th, 171. 


Mr. 


Charles Oldiſworth. | 


—_— 


Mr. MARSHALL's 


CHARACTER | 


Her late M A TE 8 T I. f 


5 


lent PRINCESS ; we may frame a periect 

Idea of what RULERS ſhould be, by only 
remembring, what S H E was, 3 | 
IF a ſenſe of Subjection to a Superour Power: K 
an Apprehenſion, That God ſtandeth in the Congregation 


B the Pattern and Portraiture of our late excel- 


of Princes, and is a Fudge among Gods: (If this 1 fay,). 


be a prine Ingredient in the Royal Character; This, 
was wrought up in the Mind of our departed Sovereign, 
to its higheſt pitch of Influence and Efficacy, The Hours 
She dedicated to the more immediate Service of Her Hea- 
venly Maſter, Her Publick and Private Devotions witneſs d 
it. | IC. 
T H E Splendor and Grandeur of a Curt could not de- 
face thoſe Impreſſions ot an early biety, which She carried 
along with Her, through various Changes of Fortune, which 
never forſook Her till She refign'd Her Life. | 

HO w true She was to the Church, which bred and 
baptized Her, was ſufficiently atteſted by manifold Tryals, 
which few of Her Rank and Station have been ever put to. 

WHAT Sie was in Her private and Domeſtick Cha- 
racter; how Good and Gr.cious to thoſe about Her; how | 
Courteous and Aff ble to all; how little querulous or im- 
patient under the Irfirmicies of a broken Conſtitution; 
they will ever (it is hop'd ) remember with Gratitude and 
Affection who had che Honour of attending Her Royal _ 
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ſon, and thence'b{ obſervit Majefty unveil'd, and deſcets. 
ing to the Familiarities — Lite. 5 2 
IN Her Conjugal State ( whilſt that Bleſſing was con- 
tinnd to Her) how rare and fingular was the Pattern ſhe 
| fer,” of the Virtues which adorn, and which only can make 
ic happy! The Day which ſever'd the PAINCE from 


of Union between Her Soul and Body; which aſter the 
ſhoek of that firſt Convulſion, did never well accord with 
each other. In bim ſhe loſt a Friend, who divided with Her 
che ſecret — — — s of Her Spirit; anda 
| Friend is a not often amongſt Crowns and Sc 

fer, and the Blaze of Courts. | T 
IF we aſcend yet higher, from her Private to her more 


| the Succeſs of Her Arms, and the Conduct of Her Trearies, ): 
28 will deſerve an Hiſtorian equal to one of Her Noble An- 


ern when ſo related. But let us rather conſider Her, 
| | Cloath'd, as She always was, with the Robes of Righteouſneſs, 
with the Ornaments and Graces of the Goſpel. 

A Senſe of Religion, and a tender Regard to the Penple's 
L Welfare, finiſh the Character of a Prince, after God's own 


4 NO W whar Her Senſe of Religion was, each Day of her 


1 


more Exemplary, than thoſe which preceded her Solemn 
|| Change ! Here Her Patience and Reſignation, Her Affi- 
ance in God as Her Savour, and Her Reverential Fear of 
Him as Her Judge, had all their proper Teſts ; and came 
off from each, with Honour and with Victory. 

| WHAT a tender Regard She had ro Her People's Wel- 
|, fare, What earneſt Longing to make them eaſy and happy, 
| Her whole Reign is one continued Teſtimony: And I wiſh 
chere were not too much Reafon to ſuſpect, That She Seal'd, 
at laſt, that Teſtimony with Her Death; char She died, 1 
mean, the ſooner, for Her Care, to make us a contended 


and eafy ”eople. 
| ® The Barl of Clarendon, 
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iT 


the QVEEN, ſlacken d (we may reckon) the Bands 


| Publick Character; ſueh a Scene ot Wonders will thence be - 
opened to our Memories, (the Wiſdom of Her Councils, 


eeſtors; * and yet will hardly find Credit from Poſterity, 
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Lie gave ſome fignal proof; and none more Signed nor 
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Character; or as the Foils of Great and Illuſtriams Virtues, 


MALES of belt £8 / 


ERGY 


Of Heer RN 7 
Ir is reported as a Maxim. in our Laws, That the | 
em d» m wrong ; but with Her it was 4 Maxim, that 5e 
would do none: So that as our Lars do not charge he 
Prince with Grievances, common Equity will diſcharge Her 
from them, whoſe Will was ever averſe from the. 

To be miſguided ſometimes, and miſperſuaded-is 2 
Frailty, which the moſt conſummate Wiſdom is not always 
exempt from; and which che moſt condeſcenſive Natures 
often lie moſt open to: So that Errors of #his Kind are ho 
otherwiſe to be accounted, than as the Shader of a finiſhed 


T O ſtick upon theſe, and ro negle a thoufind Eve,. 
lencies, is a Barbarity, which no Subjzefs, bur Engliſh ones, 
dare offer to the Memory of their Sovereign 5 and none 
bur the worſt of Engliſh ones, would offer co the Aſhes of 
ſuch a Sovereign. r n 

ALL orders and Degrees of Men us, have ta- 
ſted Her Indulgence ; and (whick perhaps will becter 
commend che « lemency of Her Diſpoſitim, than the b 
of Her Government) even all Partics-ind Faftions have Had 
a ſh re in it. | 

THESE, indeed, were the finding Embarraſsments 
and Mistortunes of Her 7 ; what made Her crown, and 
Her very Life, at laſt a Burden. She could have m ref in 
Her Spirit, becauſe others would have none in theirs, 'Ss - 
tender! did he ſymparhize with Her People's Inſirmitirs, 
that their Jraluuſies and Fears, were, Her Agonies and Tor- 
ments. | | 

BUT though all her People, and all their Concern- 
ments lav near her Heart; yer none had the Honoar of 2 
nearer Appr ch to it, than they, whoſe Province it is to 
wait at the Altar, and to Minifter in Holy Things : Nor on 
any therefore, more ſtrictly, thin on theſe, doth Gratitude 
faſten irs Bonds and Obligations. 1 


A S Religion was her principal Care, and She (2) bat 
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(a) Pal. xvi. 8, 
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| + ſet the Lord always before Her : fo tlie (b) Houſes of God 
- and the Ogi es thereof were regarded by her, : 


' }, were ſeparated; ' ſince here She is a Gainer by their Liſs : 
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wich a Mani- 
- cence proportioned o her Sente ot their Wants, and to 
the Importance ot ſu ing then. G d werruſt bath re- 
membred, and will jet remember Her concerning this ; nor 
WII ny Time wipe ou: tue Memory of the o’ Deeds which 
- She hach aone. 
Stie hat now a Reſt from all her Labours ; the Inſolen- 
cies of Fact 3n do not torture Her; the Madneſs of the 
\ Ferple doth not affect Mer; Her Works follow her, and She 
fee':, we doubt not, che be ed Difference between the 
. Sccpter oi an Earthly, and in Heivenly Kingdon; between 


| Yao b 


2 Crown ſurcharged with Cares and Fears, beſet wich De- 
ſign and Incereſt, and endleſs Conteſts, and a Crown, which 


hath All, and infinitely more than All, the Splendor and Fe- 
liciry of the former, withour the dark tide of its Incum- 
. brances and Torments. The oppreſſive weight of the One, 
- hath haſtened, in all likelih»»d, Her Appr c cs ro the - 
ther. Here, and here only, Her People's Inicreſts, and Hers, || 


- — 


The ſingle Inſtance wherein S e wis ever ſo And nothing 102 
but Death could have produced even this Example ! 
Let Her live long in che He-ris of Her Peonle ; and let 


Her Name be celebrated witn Honour, even by, our Lateſt 
Poſterity ;, Let Her Mem r be ever precious with us, as | 
Her Death is in the fight of G; and et 10 virulent Tongue 
aſperſe or darken it, withaut our de2peſt Reſentments, as 
of a common Injurv. | | | 
AN bd as She ever had while Living, the Hearts of Her 
People, ſo would it be ung nervous in them, were they at A 
Her Death to drop Her Memory without its proper H 
nours. | 


k 
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(t) Nehemiah x i, 14. Witneſs to this Purpoſe, Her Noble Gift 
© of the Firſt Fruits or T.ntbs to the pcorer lergy; 2 d Her RovalCare 
for e. larging the Opportunities of Put'ick Worſh er, by tu ain; Fite 
; ry new Churches aud tor ebe more Regular Celeb ration Of t. by 
— Chapels where they ſhould be judgey fit, imo Parveblal | 
Churches. | 
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THE 


[Loyal Mourner: 


Being a COLLECTION of 


OEMS 


los the Death of our Late Moſt Gracious 
Sovereign Queen ANNE. 


PET 


The Muſe's Memoiral of Her Late 
M A J ESTYE 


Adar ed to his GRACE. the Duke #f 
Buckinghamſhire. 


ER ſelſ half dead, to find her QUEEN expird, 
The Loyal Muſe to diſtant Shades retir d; 
Bat not a+ heretofore, to ſeek Relief, 
*rom Solitude, but to indulge her Grief, 
\ Cypreſs-Grove around the Valley grew, 
\nd that inviron'd with the fatal Tew ; 


vehtal * 


HE 


„ 


PC 


The Center awſul with a gloomy Cave, 
| Delightful here, becauſe fo like the Graye : 

For none but thoſe who'd fain lay down the Load 
Of wretched Life, will viſit this Abode == 
Where Miſery may rave without Reſtraint, 

And ne'er diſturb the Happy with their Plaine ; 
Who with as eager Speed this Deſart ſhun, 

As hither thoſe ( oppreſs'd with Sorrow) run; 


There ſtood the diſmal! Bow'r, where Nature pin d, 
and Grief and Night in cold Embraces join d; 
Here Sorrow's Empreſs, all in Sable State, 
Gives Audience to the Meſſengers of Fate. 


2 OR t 


earn 0 


Hymen there languiſhes, ſad and forlorn, 
His Taper quench'd, his Nuptial Garland torn ; 


With broken Bows, the mourning Cupids lay 
* Mongſt hov'ring Sighs of Lovers, ſnatch d away | Th. 
By greedy Fate, before the Nuptial Day. 10. 
Next Manſion, Moans of Parents, did contain; 2 
Fot hopeful Heirs in Field Untimely flain. | ” 
Old Time, oblig d, by firifteſt Charge, to make And 
His Reck nings up, without the leaſt Miſtake, | Thu 
Obſerving here, his penſive Minutes paſs But! 
With ſlow Advance, was forc'd to ſhake his Glaſs, T 


In Misg'ry's Cell, admiring at their Stay, 
Who from Mirth's Manſion, wing fo faſt away. 


Queen A NN E. 


Uncouth and ſtrange, the Scenes preſented here, 


But this the moſt ſurpriſing did appear; 

The little Grieſs, like froward Babes, complain d, 
The Mighty, mute as Niobe, remain d, 

| A trickling, ſilent Show'r of Tears was all, 
But oh! A Show'r that never ceas'd to fall. 


| Hicher the Muſe arrives, wich frightſul Air 

Of Grief to Phrenzy grown, diſhevel'd Hair, 
And all the Symptoms of a wild Diſpair. 
vet in Diſtraction ſtill her Duty knew, 

And to the Goddeſs paid Obeyſance due; 


At length, as Teal wou d more than Nature can, 


With halt-recover'd Breath, ſhe thus began: 
Empreſs of Shades, and ſacred Solitude, 

That on your cloſe Retirement I intrude, 

Forgive; for tho 1 come no Stranger here, 
Wich deep Concern and Dread, i now appear, 

Upon a Viſir, that will coſt you dear: 

Force you with frercer Fury to deplore, 

And ſuffer Pangs you never felt before : 


Js 


thus ſpeake the Muſe, nor more had Strength to fay, 


But ſwoln with Paſſion, ſunk and ſwoon'd away. 
The QUEEN aſide her Ebon Scepter laid, 


To raiſe the Proſtrate from the Ground; and faid, 


gueſs the tort'ring Tidings but proceed; 


JncoutigFor Sorrow's us d on diſmal Tales to feed, 
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id 4 POEMS on the Death of 


Ill News is my Repaſt —— "Tis woeful Fare. 
( The Muſe replies ) and I have had my Share. 


As from my Cottage I withdrew, to take 
My Ev'ning Walk, beſide the Cryſtal Lake “, * The Thames, * 


A haſty Nymph and Shepherd croſs'd my Way, ; : 
Who ſcarce allow'd a Moment's Stop, to ſay, u 
Ah wretched Muſe | Ah, Daughter of Diſtreſs! © 
For why ?—that why, your felt too ſoon will gueſs. F 
Your QUE EN,—That's all,—and then their ſpeed renew d. N 
As if at Heels, by murd'ring Thieves perfu'd, N 

Or ſuddain rouz d from their Repoſe, and told, : 


The Wolf, the Wolt is leap'd into the Fold. 


R 

On Wings of Love and Fear to Court I flew, A 
Of my Dear QUEEN to take a diſtant View, 1 
(Then ſilent to my Rural Cell repair, 8 
As was my wont) But what a Change was there! C 
I ſaw Diſtraction through the Palace ſpread, E 
1 

E 

f 

1 

0 

\ 


The Graces weeping round the Royal Bed, 

And all the dazling Train of Beauty * fled ; 
Nor ſeem'd it ſtrange to find thoſe Stars retir'd, | 
When their Celeſtial Cynthia was expir'd, ; 

At length a Sacred and Imperial Dame, | 
Into the dark and ſilent Preſence came; | 
Euſebia and Britannia, one Renown'd | FP 
For Sanftity, the next with Grandeur crown : 

Ladies of the Court, 
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Bueen ANNE. 
Each with Her Honour's Enfign waving high; 
The Signals of Her Pow'r, or kiety. 


2 The Venerable Matron firſt appears, 
* Adorn'd with Age, and beautifyd by Tears, 
A Privilege conterr'd by Heaven on Her, 
vo to crown d Pomp, Heay'ns Service did prefer, 
Between Extreams She Steers Her Paſſage ; free | 
; From Superſtition, and Indecency ; 
* No Gaudy Garbs that Pagan Pomp expreſs, 
| Yer gives Devotion, a becoming Dreſs, 
7 Preſerv'd through Storms, by providential Care, 

Religion's woeful Ruins to repair, 

And ſtill She ſees Her Ark ſecurely ride, 

Tho' daſh'd with ſurious Waves on either ſide; 
Sublumd by Suff' rings, under Suff ring ſtill, 
Calm, and reſigu d to the Celeſtial Will: 
Ev'anow, altho' with pining Sorrow fine 
To Ground She falls, She falls without Complaim, 
Her Coronet of: Stars to Earth caſt down, 

And ox. Her tender Front, a Thorny Crown: 
| Yet this fair Mourner, while ſo much diſtreſs'd : 
Of Heavn the darling Daughter. was couſeſs d, 
While on Ker Perſ2n in ſuch low Eſtate, 


A Guard af Seraphs not difdain'd to wait. 


Arguſt Britanziæ in that Giſmal bur; 
Kulf-bluſhing-ſaw Hex gen rous Lin Low'r ;, 
= 
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He nor lies grov'ling, avhoſe once aweful Roar Ut 


Struck Terror to the Worlds remoteſt Shore: A 
Forlorn on Earth, Her Empire's Emblems lay ; Tt 
Her Scepter dropt, as weary of its Sway, ä dC 
Her Golden Globe, roll'd careſsly away; IBC 
Yet ſtill an Air of Grandeur did confeſs, | 
Aweful in Tears, Majeſtick in Diſtreſs : 0 
Both Sick with Grief, while ſilent both remain d v 
And their big Hearts with ſecret Sighs reſtrain d. IT 
Not Cenſure's ſelf ( ſays Sorrow s QUEEN ) cou'd blame A 
Their Conduct, if their Grief to outrage came; * 
Juſt Reaſon had thoſe Matrons to deplore, | * 
Royal Britannia mueh, Divine Euſebia more. A 
Then thus the Muſe, —— 17 
As Streams, whilſt by ſur unding Banks with-held, k : 
Are huſh'd, and in a ſilent Eddy ſwelld, 1 
Thoſe Banks once broke that did their Courſe controul, 7 
With more impetuous, rapid Fury row], | A 
So theſe fair Mourners overwhelm'd with Grief, ; 8 
Burſt out into Complaints, poor Suff'rers laſt Relief. þ 
But ere their ſad Condolements I relate, 
Firſt let me draw thoſe diffrent Scenes of Fate, A 
In Britain's Court, the various Aſpects ſeen, : f 
When She poſſeſt, and when She loſt her QUEEN : 0 
If then your Rural Muſe you will permit F 


Her Field and Grove and ſaſer Shore to quit 
einn ee Vaskei d, 


me 


sk ill d, 


Lrten AN N E. 
Unskill'd, and in a-ſlender Skiff to make 
A deſp'rate Venture on the Briny-Lake, 

Then gentle Goddeſs, this Sea-Proſpect take, 
You'll ſome Reſemblance find, tho faint and ſhorr, 
Between Great Britain's Ocean and her Court. 


As when a Firft-Rate in her Naval Pride, 
Of Flags and Pendants on a Swelling-Tide, 
With ſuch a gentle Breeze, as Thetis craves 
To deck her Azure-Front with Curling-Wayes, 
And laughs to ſee her Nereids toil in vain 


To catch the Streamers pictur'd in the Main, 


Whilſt cwinkling Shoals aloof the Pom p purſue, 


And leaping Dolphins catch a diſtant view; 
The Skies Serene and Clear, the Weather warm, 


Not the leaſt Symptom of a riſing Storm; 


The Company on Board, al! Blith and Gay, 


wich Tales and Songs beguile the Watry- way; 


The ſmiling Aſpe& of Earth, Sea, and Air, 
All for a laſting Calm, and ſettled Fair. 


Such was th' Appearance then of ANNA's Court, 


A Glorious Scene, but of Endurance ſhort. 


For lo! a ſudden change of Weather falls, 
And diſmal Gloom, chat for a Tempeſt calls; 
Now, ſull of Rage, for long Reſtraint beſore, 
Out- ruſh the cavern'd Winds, with hideous Roar, 
And tumble Mountain-Billows to the Shore, 


8 POEMS on the Death " 


one Guſt blows off, and fiercer Guſts begin, 
Both Elements alarm'd with dreadful Din; 


1 Thund' ring aloſt of Clouds engaging Clouds, 


Here groaaing Maſts, torn Sails and ratling Shrowds ; 
Flaſhes of Lightning give, and ſnatch the Day, 

And rouz'd Sea-Monſters, in the Tempeſt play, 
With glaring Eyes, and Noftrils that reſpire 
Sulphureous Flames, and fer the Flood on Fire ; 

All Prodigies that Terror can create, 

All Omens of inevitable Fate : 

The veſſel labours, yer the Sailors ſtrive, 

To ſtem the Surge, while Strength and Hope ſurvive, 
Till ſpent, and forc'd to let her Hull, and drive. 
Then feeling She has ſtruch, with diſmal ſhock, 
Of all her ſtately Frame, on ſome blind Rock; 
That makes both Keel, and Ribs, and Rudder crack, 
Till Found'ring quite, and Bulging to a Wreck; 
The whole Ship's Crew, a while with dire Amaze, 
And ſpeechleſs Horror on each other gaze; 

But when zo Leaks below, her Loftier Br inks 
Submit, t' o'er-whelming Waters, and ſhe ſinks, 
Then Shrieks, and Yells, and complicated Cries, 


That ſtun the bluſt ring Storm, and ſcare the thundring Skis, 


| Of ANN As Court, fuch was th' Appearance then; 
hen Goddeſs —Ah too much I've faid : 


Thar Sigh of Yours ſflews me, L need not tell you when;. | 


— * * 
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®ucen ANNE. . 


Ah me, I've launch'd too far, and from the Strand, 
A waving Signal Summons me to Land, 

And to the doleful Palace, where bereft 

Of Language, we thoſe Mournſul Ladies lefr, 

Whoſe Sorrows now ( impatient of Reſtraint ) 
Burſt out into a Torrent of Complaint; 


f And firſt Euſebia, as che moſt diſtreſ, 
7 Diſcharg'd the Conflict of her lab'ring Breaſt ; 
In Sounds which wou'd, (by Savage Tigers felt) 
Make Stubborn Oaks relent, and Marble Mountains melt, 


Oh diſmal Change, too ſudden, and too vaſt, 
Ye Waves of Woe, you preſs on me too faſt, 
Since yet my Grief is green for ſuch a loſs, 


As my whole Stock of Tears might well engroſs, 


4 Whilſt Thunder-ſtruck, and groviing on the Ground, 


Lou give a ſecond and ſeverer wound! 


My Sphere invaded by another Night, 

That had ſo lately loſt her leading Light; 

My Sun extinguiſh'd, who with Rays Divine, 
Blaz'd out, and taught my younger Stars to ſhine, 


My pow'rful Pan *, my ruling Paſtor Dead ! * Prince George. 


Whoſe pious Care my Flocks and Shepherds fed : 
Endu'd with Skill ro work my Fold's Increaſe, 

And Charm contending Paſtors into Peace . 

Whoſe Life and AſpeR did juſt Patterns give, 


What Figures Angels make, and how ther Live, 
| Divinely 


0 
1 „ 
4 : 
4 : 
- 


[| Nor then diſdaimd on needy Worth to wait, 
For Oh; his Charity no Eimits knew, 
0 But like Heav'ns Mante in the gathering grew. 
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Divinely fumble in Pr _— 


His Viſits Iike an Angels, brought Relief, 


To the ſevereſt Agonies of Grief, — 
8 Th' Appearance of his Perſon caſt an Air 

[ | Of Comfort, o'er the Cnnfines of Neſpair ; 

A Cou'd threatning Terror of his Rage beguile, 

= Raiſe fainting Hope, and make Affliction ſmile. 


Great ANN A's Self with Storms of State oppreſt, 


Y To his calm Converſation flew ſor Reſt ; 
ros there her Dove-like Soul, Repoſe cou'd find, @ 
BY When all without that 4r& was wrangling Waves and Wind. 


Where's now this Comforter ? No longer ſeen ? 


| | On Earth no longer, — No? Then where's my QUEEN? 
3 | To native Skies return d. Too large a Share 

WE Thoſe Skies exaft—'Tis more than Earth can ſpare : 

*# Thus when encrogching Seas new Conqueſts make, 
So much of Land, as they transform to Lake, 0 
& ] So much they looſe on Shore, that they forſake. 


Both Mortals and Immortals, Earth and Skies, 


| Are Suff*rers all, when Soy'reign Virtue dies: 
wo to my Temple now ſhall lead the Way, 
and there inſtruct Deyotion how to pray ? 


=—_ 4 > e£&-@ 


N? 


wen ANNE =» 
n 

But AN N As Oriſons the Conqueſt brought; 
Her fervent Vows our Troops with Courage oct 


She pray'd, and in her Cloſer, won the Field; 4. 
From thence the waiting Seraphs wing d away, _ 
To fix the wr g Fight and gain the Day. * 
Where now ſhall Meckneſs for Pratettion fly | ? 
See where around her Tomb, they take their Stands, 2; 
And wail, and fob, and wring their little Hands. 

o Heav'n-born Piech, what tender Beat. 
Like Hers, ſhall make Thee now its early Gueſt? : 
The Virtues then a Royal Vigil kept, 

And Graces rock d the Cradle where ſhe ſlept, 
With Her to Court they came, with Her retir d, 
With Her were crown'd, wich Her almoſt expir d. 


To whom ſhall ſhiv'cing Charity apply ? __ 
To whom ſhall now her 1ntant-Urphans cry ? 
Religion, that Her Lite did ſo adorn, 

Of Her took ſpecial Charge, as ſoon as born: 


Expir d —Not fo, nor ſhall whilſt here remain 
Of her fair Favourites fo Bright a Train, 
Whom ANNA worthy of her Friendſhip deem d. 
As they the Saint, as much as QUEEN efteem'd; - © 
The ſtrongeſt Springs that can Affection move, 
Reſembling Vircues drew their mutual Love : » 
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This baffled Dea in uhr his Spire defign'd, 
| Who, tho he feind her Perſon, left behind, F: 
| Such Copies of her men Angetick Mind : 
| Which makes my Loſs (co vaſt ) this comfort give, © 

| While They ſurvive, my Aya Saint ſhall live, 


1 Tus urg the fGacred Marron her Complator, | 
ky With remper'd Paſſion, as became a Sir; 

by Nisan Hers, with more rempeſtuous Flame, 18 
And ſuch as beſt, her Soy reign ſelf became, Sh 
I That (wich che Mmoner).hou'd ch* Imperial Dame: JN 


What ! I, char once Git Foreign Nations _ 4 
Gave both encroaching Srares, and Tyrant Law, Sa? i 
Reduc'd to ſee fo vaſt a Gulph herween, | 
My preſent Self and ala H once have been! | 
Haye been! why that's th Extremity of Woe, 
To have been happy if no longer lo. ; 

Ev'n Eve, in Eden, I did repreſent, 
When Earth and Skies eontriv'd for her Content ; 
Her Bow r beſprinkled-with Celeſtial Dew, -- 
No ſcorching Blight, nor ruff ling Tempeſt knew, 
Only Eteſian Gales and balmy Zephyrs blew :. 
Kneel'd to ſalute Her, as ſhe paſt along, 
And feather'd Choirs careſs d Her with a Song. 


We 
* 
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*Ducen ANNE. 
Lhe ne, 4 Phe, Pomgr anire, and tlie Teh, 


With burden'd Branches bending « to her Rech. 
Before her Keps, a Show r 6f Ta ii hea, © 

And Souls of Roſes hovring der her Read. 

She cropt her Garden, elle the fertile Soil, 

Wich crowding Flow'rs kad cruſt'd the ſept So,” 
She labour'd, bur delightful was the Toll. | 
Serenely chen return'd to her Repoſe, | 

She ſlept ſerenely, and ſerenely roſe ; 

No Dreams, or Dreams chat did her Bifs improve,” 4 
And wrapt her to the Paradife above, 

Which far thoſe Aromaticks Bow'rs exceli'd ;- 

But now, like Eve, from Paradiſe expe, 

My Eden find into a barren Soil 

Transform'd ; a fad return for all my Tol - 
While Storms of Strife, my waking Hours moleſt, 
And diſcontended Dreams, my Midnight Reſt : 

For a hrave Race of Britons, once reno: a'd 

For Arms Abroad, ar Home with Plenty erown'd, 

A meager Crowd of Bririfh Ghofls I ſee; 

A pillag'd Realm, and pawn d Pofteriry : 

The ſilver Current, that ſhow'd freely flow, 

Binkt up, and ſtirv'd che chinneł all bellow, 


Anſwer me, conſcious S: Ars! and ſer me know 


To what, and whom, my Grievances I ome } 
8 _ 


* 


Les 
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Tes, I do know—and,ſhall, what next ſne ad, 


Of dire Cortuptions thro' be Nation ſpread, 

Strange Frauds ſprung up, and Publick Spirit led. 1 
Of purchas d Senates, and a People ſold, ve 
Sell-ſold, Law, Freedom, barter'd all for Gold : * 
How two grand Vices, cho of diff rem Kind, ly 


And Oppoſites ta Ruin her, combind. * 
While thoſe wide Waſtes, lewd Lyxury:had nde, 
Were by rapacious Avarice repaid ; 


O 

(Not fo, my Gen'raus QUE EN p 
n 

Who like the Pelican, in Times of Need, 3 

6 


. For ctaving Broods, made her own Boſom bleed.) 

no jangling Parties made her Realm ſuſtain | 

All Plagues, that Rage where Striſe, and Diſcord reign: 

und then prodigious Secrers did impart, 

Yes, Prodigies, that made the Sun to ſtart ; 

But ill beſeems a fuſe oſ Rural Cell, 

Intrigues of State to know, and APY to tell; 

Ard therefore from the Palace I withdrew, 

Here (grieving Goddeſs) to-condole. with you, 

But Sorrow's Empreſs, with Reſentement fir d, 

Cry'd out—my Province tis to mourn—retir'd, 

More publick Tribuce's trom a Muſe requir dd. 
The Mourning Muſe, her dewy Aſpect rears, 

Like <un-ſhine glite ring through a Show'r of Tears, 


Ad 


ur whilſt I gaze on Excellence ſo 9 N 


" Deer AN NE. 


and thus, wic modeſt — well l know- 
Vhat to my Royal Putroneſs owe, . 

nd gloriouſly I ſhould the Charge fulfil, 

Vere but my Strengeh, proportion d 0 my wil: 


15 
— 


ſy Senſe is dazled, and I'm loſt in Light; 
ret ſtill my Weakneſs can for Succour fly, _ 
ad to h APOLLO * of our Age apply - 


on for the noble Muſe chat Geerly-monrn'd, 
nd Death's dark Temple J to Fame's Palace tur d z 


Þ Sorrow's Vale, a Cypreſs-Grave cou'd raiſe, 


at triumph'd o er the Myrtle and the Byys 3 
wondrqus Scene of Dolor and of Dread, i 
var pier ing Story, yet wich Pleaſure read, : 


— 


2 Pity to the ſuffering Lover's Pain, 


ich Sighs we read, and Sighing read again: 
t Grief can Charm, and Terror give Delight, 


7hen Britan's POLLIO condeſcends to write: 0 


boſe God-like Genius, from their ruin d Sue, 
ſcu'd che Muſes, and revers'd their Fare : pn 
to ſecure their Empire did i impart | 
NOT of the Sacred Art LEY 


— — — — — 

His Grace” the Dake r 

A Poem of bis Lordſhipꝰs call Cc he Temple of Death, 

His Lordfhip's Eſſay on _— | The 
C 2 alt 
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Tua Poets, who to Juſt Applauſe aſpire, | 
May Rage by Rule, and Bure with govern'd Fire. D 


Nor only did conſult for Poer 5 Praiſe, . * 


Brt Trophies ſor expir d Deſen to ral 2 z 


The Charm that from Oblivion' $ Gulf « _ 8. 5 T 
Tonib worth, and make Reprizals on "he Grave ; ; 4; " 
Make Virtue, Truth, and Honour, from their Kearſe _ 
Spring up and Floutifh 11 in Immortal Verſe. 2 | 
If ſuch a Muſe the Glorious Toit embrac' a | + w 
Ard with Her Images, the Sudzec grat dl, _— 


Our Anal Sint wou'd look a nie fon, TIE 
Ard wich a Smike, the beauteous Labour eon; * 
While 1, to ſolemn Shades, depriyd of bay, 

Retire, and Moura the ſhort Remiins'df Life y. 


On the DEATH of bl Ear du 
Gracious Sovereig ign Queen ANNE 


_— 


C ——————— 


B/ Biſhop SMALRIDG E. 
HEN her-Brivaania wept -ELIZA'S Doom, 
Aud monrii with equal Tears MARIA'S 


Xe” Ws A EGS ANG — 
As each deſer d, each equal Muſes drew, | 


Nor to their Heaven without a Poet flew ; 
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' Queen ANNE 17 
Bur now, what bolder Ming her Fame ſhall try: 
Who follow ANNA thro' the boundleſs Sky? 
ho ſhull deſcribe in an exalted Strain, 
The Wars and Triumphs of a Female Reign? 
Who Nations in eternal Leagues rehearſe, . 
ſe and P E'A'CE well worthy an eternal Verte 2. 
thou, * Sacred Dime, whom Royal Founders dum, 
Wonted of old to grace the Royal Name; Tt 
And with a + hundred tuneſul Tongues return 
Thy grateful Sorrow to each PRINCE's Urn, 
Do chou, with. proper Nbtes, the Noth iaſpite ; 
Breath VIRGIL's Frumpet, touch th nnen 
Jo may thy Walls io ancient Splendor riſe . 
And thy Athenhen Turrets mate the: Sſties? 

And Thou, wlioſe Lib ral Hind my Fortunes dd. I 
O-QUEEN ! for ever Loy d, tor ever us, 
Receive the Tribute which my N ambers bring, 
wie the Miſe ſtrikes the Ekegiac String : 
While Life was Thine, How much t to Thee e owe, 
How. pl enteous did thy Stream of Heling flow 2. 
O! how Vfrieve, for all Thy Bonnty gave; 

Tv bring this A Of ring to Ty Gary. 
Ns Time ſftall ever from my Mind Aeface · 
Thy Looks Thy Glories, aut Diviacr. Grice.” 
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16 POEMS on the Death of 
But moſt Thy "Ancient nbi TI y Pian, S... = 
With conſtant Glowings in my Boſc in rdll, - - 
= The dear Remembrance evet᷑ is impreſt, 
Wat Love of True Religion warni'd Thy Breaſk* 
1 Pleas'd I revolve, as often as I brought * - 

The Suppliant's. Prayer, and for the Wretrhed ought, 
How kind you heard, how plenteous pour'd your, ſtore, 
And tho 1 ad for much, you granted more, 

Thus ar your fight Aﬀiiion grew more mild, 

And Fortune folt her Anger as You ſmil'd, 


O had but enyjous Death made ſome Delay; _ ; 


And not fo haſty ſnatelid the Rx He: 72 
Then, (may Her Promiſes to me be ſnomn ?) 12 
Thy Muſes, Oxford, had Her Bleſfings khn. 
What Domes, O ſacred Mother, hadſt thou ſeen,  . 

The pious Gift of a Religious, QUEEN : Are ü Ti 
How had another Area raive | irs Head, 4 "IF | 4 Se 
And fcornful oer its ancient Ruins ſpread ! ! * | Al 


" v4 * u n * 


What Walls had roſe ! ! what lofty Turrets cron, 
Themes tor thy Sons in furure Days to ſound. 

Bur now, when here the Tray ler turns his Eyes, . 
And ah ! the great unfiniſhed. Labour ſpies z 
A double Pity riſes from his View, ; 
He mourns the Public Loſs, and Oxford's ID 


Men 


* Being Lord Almoner to Her Maj —.— 
17 Her Majeſty tromis'd a large e — n 
tem Luadrangle at Chtiſt- Church. LN 
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ON RE 


Lare QUEE Ns Death 


6— — OS” ls ends 


By EDWARD YOUNG, L.LB. d E 
1 All-Souls Ee. Oxon. 


* 


sing but ah! my Theme I need nor tell? 
See every Eye with conſcious Sorrow ſwell. - * 
Who now to Verſe would raiſe his humble Voice: 
Can only ſhew his Duty, not his Choice. 
How great the weight of Grief our Hearts ulli: 
we languiſh, and to ſpeak i is to, complain. = 
Let us look back, (for who too oft can view 
That moſt Ulluſtrious Scene, for everNew?) | s ay 
See all the Seaſons ſhine on AN N £5 Throne, = — 
And pay a conſtant Tribute, not their own. L 
Her Summers Heats not Fruits alone beffow,, = 8 
They reap the Harveſt, and ſubdue the Foe; 
And when black Storms confeſs the diſtant Sun, 
Her Winters wear the Wreaths, her Summers wan 
Revolving Pleaſures i in theie Turns appear, 
And Triumphs are the Product of the Year. 
To crown the Whole, great Joys in greater ccaic, 
ant glorious Victory is loſt in Peace, 


1 > 


Whenar 
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- Whence this Profuſion on our favour d- Iſle?: 


Did partial Fortune on out Virtue mile, 
| 9 Scepter, i in Great A N N 45 Hand, 
Stretch torth this rich Indulgence der our Lan? 


Ungratetul Britain! Quit thy groundleſs Claim, "Ne 


. Thy- QUEEN and thy Good- -Forrune are the ſame.” 


Hear, with Alarms our Trumpers fill the Sky ; Y 
Tis ANNA reigns \ The Gallic Squadrons fly... 
We ſpread our Canvaſs to the Southern Shore 3 
V ANNA reigns ! The South reſigns her Store, | 
her virtue ſmooths che Tumult of the Main, | 
And ſivells tlie Pield with Mountains of the San. 
Argyle and Church but the Glory ſhire, 

While Millions he ſubdu'd by A * VA s prey . 


How great ker Teal 1 How ſervem her Defire * 
How did her-Sout in holy, Warmth expire f * 
Conſtant Devotion did her Time divide,, 

Not fer Returns of Pleaſure or of Pride. 

Not want of Reſt; or the Sun's parting Ry, 
But finiſn d Duty, limited the Dly. ; 

How. ſwecr ſuccreding Sleep ? whatovely Themes: 
Smild if. her Thoughts, and fciten'd A lier Dreams 
Her Royal ,oucif deſcending Angels ſpread” 


An 


| * ueen A NNE; — L "1 
Tho' Europe's Wealth and Glory claim'd'a Part, 
Religion's Cauſe reign'd Niſtrelz of her Heart: 
She ſaw, and griey'd to ſee the mean Eſtate .. 524 
of choſe who round the hollow d Altar wait; 


She ſhed her Bounty, piouſiy profuſe, 
And chougft it more her own in Sacred ble. 


Thus on his Furrom, See! * Tiller und, 
And fil n 


He truſts the Kindneſs of the Sraicful Plain, © | 
And providently ſeatters all his Grain. | 
What ſtrikes my Sight ? des proud Auguſte riſe 
New to behold, and awfully furprize? © 
Her lofty Brow more. numerous Turrets crown. 
And ſacred Domes, on Palaces look down : 
A noble Pride of Piety is ſhown, 
And Temples caſt a Luſtre on the Throne, 
How would this Work another's Glory raiſe t 
But ANNA's cen rob her of Pra, 
Drown'd in a brightet Blaze it diſappears, | 
Who dry'd — Orphans Tear 2 8 
Who ſtoo pd from high to ſuocour the Diſtreſt, 1 
And reconcile the wounded Heart, w Reſt / 
Great in her Goodneſs, well could we perceive, 
Whoever ſought, it Was ui QUEEN” hu gave. . 
Misfortune loſt her Namie, her guilitefs Erown - © - 
But made another Debtor to the Crown; 
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| And each unfriendly Stroke; from Fare we hore, 3 
| Became our Tide to the Regal Store. * 


Thus injur'd Trees adopt a foreign | Shoot, | 

| And their wounds bloſſom with a fairer Fruit, | me | 
Ye Numbers, who on your Misſortunes thriv d, 
When firſt the dreadful Blaſt of Fame arriv'd, 
| 5 what a Shock, what Agonies you felt, | 
uo did your Souls with tender Anguiſh mel; 
tha Grief, which-Living ANNA Love fuppreſt; 
IL} Shook ke a Tempet every beef Break f 
A ſecond Fate our finking Fortunes try'd !- 
A ſecond Time our tender Parents dy d. 


* 


1 Heroes reratning from the Field we crown, vi TIF! Th 
WL And peity the haighty Vitor Frömn. 

I $ His ſplendid Wealth too raſlily we almire, 

j | Carch the Diſeaſe, and burn with equal Fire : 

WH Witty to, ſpend is the great Art of Gain”; 

WG And One reliev'd, tranſcends'# Million lin. 
Wh When Time ſhall ak, where once Rania lay; 
{ or Danube floyd that ſwept whole Tröbps away; Þ Y : 1 
a —— char'tefteſh' che bn, 
1 | Shall riſe a Founrain df an Joy: ris" OED 
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Here random Shafts in every Breaſt are found, 
Virtue and Meri: but provoke the Wound, 

"Auguſt inf native Worth, and regal Stig, 
ANN A ſne Arbitreſs of Europe's Fate 
To diſtant Realms did every Accent fly, © 
And Nations watch'd each Marion of her Eye. 
Silent, nor longer awiul to be ſeen, | 
How (mall a Spot contains the mighty QUEEN. ? 7 
No Throng of ſuppliant Princes mark che place; 
Where Britain's Greatneſs is compos d in peace: 
The broken Earth is ſcarce Jiſcern'd ro riſe, 
And 2 Stone tells us where the Monarch lies. 


Thus end matureſt Honours of a Crown! 
This is the laſt. Concluſion of Renown ! 


So when wich idle skill the wanton Boy 


Breaths through his Tube; he ſees, with eager Joy, 


The trembling Bubble, in its riſing ſmall ; 
and by degrees expands the glitt ring Balle 
But wh2n, to full Perfe&ion' blown, it flies 
High in the Air, and ſhines in various Dies, 


The little Monarch, wich a falling Tear, 
Sees his World burſt at once, aud diſappear, 
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Of Her Sacred Majeſt7 


S when the Sun neglefts the Northern Sphere, 


And genial Warmth reforms the rigid Year, 
VENUS deſcends in ſoſt and wholeſome Show'rs, 


To deck the wanton Meads, and paint the Flow ': Iv. 
The Virgin Lily, and the modeſt Roſe, Wa 
Their fragrant Breafts wich harmleſs Pride diſcloſe, | | 
Whilſt the gay Spring with innocent Delight * 
Admires, Adores, and lives upon the ſight. * 
II Boreas then ſhould draw his Armies forth, iy 
Or looſe the Tempeſis of the ſtormy North. 


Then ſure Deſtruftion all the Spring invades 3 
The Roſe is blighted, and the Lily fades, the 
Th untimely Fruit lies {mother d inche Womb, "of 
And Nature ſickens in its brighteſt Bloom. | 

© Thus Britain flouriſrd bieſt wich great Increaſe, 2 
Her Happineſs continual, as her Peace, . 


Commerce reviv d, and Faction was reſtrain d, The 
And ANNE the Good, the Great, th' Indulgent, reign'd, 


Diſtinguill © 


Bucen ANNE. 

Diſtinguiſh'd with Majority of Cares, \ 
"4 She over-rul'd th obedience World's Affairs. | 
of Forrune's Throne poſſeſt ſublime ſhe ſtood, 

The Awe of lawleſs Pow rs, the Joy of Good. 

Tho envious Nature did irs Flight oppoſe, 

Thro Lybia's fiery Heats, and Scythian Snows, 

Her Fame untainted with a Blemiſh mov d 

Remoteſt Regions Heard, Ador d, and Lov'l. 

Secur d from Spaniſh Mines, and French Dragoons, 

Rome's fearful Bulls, and Italy's Buffoors. 
Secur d in Peace, in Peace again reſtor d, 

By ANNA's Piety, and ANNA's Sword, 

We dwelt upon the happy, happy Name 
: © Whence the whole Fountain of our Comforts came. 


when Heaven with mighty Pow'r recall'd its own, 
Recalld great ANNA, to an Heav'nly Throne: | 
Then all our Joys and pleaſing Views were croſt. _ 
Our Hopes were blaſted, and our proſpects loſt. | 
In vain the great Misfortune we deplore, 
The hoiſt'rous Tempeſt drives us from the Shore, 
Aud all our pleaſing Comforts are no more. 

Now Rebel-Sons of Belial, you that dare, 

You that delight in Blood, and court the War, . 
Now rack your Spight, agd in vile Colours paint 
The pious Labour's of the Bleſſed Saint: : 
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For know, Uograrefal, know mes cone to prove 


OEM / a af 2 0 


Th' immortal Sweets of Bearifick Love; "IN Hi 
Where pureſt Bliſs, and Cen Exceſs of Joys, ore 
An whole Ererniry of Life employs: ® NV 
Where Streams of Pleaſure, ever, ever 1 . Each 
Such Pleaſures as the Saint but there can know. M 
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An Epiſtle to Mr. POPE, 
ON THE 


Death of Her late MAJESTY, 
Oueen A NN E. 


Of BLESSED and IMMORTAL Memory. 


we the Poets in melodious Song, 
8 Or, ſooth our Grieſs, or flying Joys prolong ; 


Or in ſoft Strains of Elegy wou'd move, 

In late Poſterity, the Tears of Love: 

Nought do they merit but th' Egyptian Rod, 8 

Dnhallow'd Incenſe but prophanes a God. Jo 
Tis not in Verſe rembalm Great AA Name; 

'Tis not in Verſe to ſwell the Cheeks of Fame, 

If we attempt to Praiſe, what do we bur Blaſpheme 2 = 


Say, what bold Genius ever could define 


Th' immortal Graces of the Mind Divine ? 


Alas! this Genius would Perſection want, 
Tho' Heay'n inſpire, or ho an Angel paint. 


"4x © 


Yet, would our HOMER dare to merit praiſe, — 
Sure de re Religion to reward his Lays. 
Would He, advent rous ſing the beſt of QUEE NS; 
Each Britiſh Heart fould praiſe th immortal Lines. 
Who, without Spleen can hear a ſing- ſong Knave, 
— In ſenſeleſßs Jing'es chro the Gamut rave; acl 
© rurn Perſian, and adore each riſing Sun. * — 
Yet blaſt thoſe Laurels which Great ANNA wn, 
The brighteſt Monarch which e're fil d our Throne. | 
V, || Be bold then, SIR, exen a.Briton's Flame, 
| Extend her Glorjes, and chat her Name, 3 
Oh! firſt and laff aſſert Great in jur'd au Fame. an 
y. Thine, Ike Amphion's Hand; can raile the Stone, | 5 x 
and from Deſtruction call our Factious T:; 
e Starues weep, and ev r Eye to flow; , » Une 
duch Tears to vertue and our QUEEN we one! 0 84 
is for a Goddeſs we your Song command 3 | 


RY reward APELLES's Hand. 


— — —_ 
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On the DEATH o of 
£ Queen ANNE. 
Mors, ut inam — vita ſubducere nolles, 
Sed virtus te fola daret. Lucret. 


8; 


— 


Wake! my Maſe; avvake ! ls time to riſk; 
When thus the Mom eclipis'& i in Derknefs hes, 
; 


A 


D 2 And 


Queen ANNE. os 27, 


ff 


N 
| 
| 


vyhy then, wich others of the Sacred Lyre, 


WY rnnoral ANNA! the Feneticks Hae ; 
WS A QUEEN ! the Glory of her Sex and Age, 


23 POEMS on the Death of 
And All the Stars, which ſo refulgent ſhine, 


Now diſappear, and all their Heads decline: 4s 
Eeſides, the Azure Clouds do ſeem to weep, * 
As tho ſome Mighty God was fall'n aſteep. * 
An Omen tis, I fear, ot ſome ſad Fate, __ 
Which does portend ſome Evil to our State; 
For as I walk along, methinks I hear 4 
The Sybil, ſilent with à Panick Fear. 5 Vhat 
* True ! for the laſt Words that the Spi ſpoke 
© Was' ANNA's dead, no longer me invoke ; Bi 
L YVhen pain and Anguiſh ſeiz'd her Royal Breeft, orb 


Aud almoſt had depri d her of her Reſt, . 

: *-Shenow, and then, a Sigh, or Tear would ſhed ; 

| * Bur oh!: like Frankincenſe, how did it ſpread ? 
* But having made her Peace, ſhe clos'd her Eyes, 
And made her Exit with—Great ANNA dies. 


Do thou, my Muſe, to ſing her Praiſe, aſpire. 
Is ANNA deid, ANNA ! the VVile, the Great; 


VVhoſe Death to us does future Ills preſage. 

On! Heavens, hadſt thou but ANNA's Life preſerv'd, 
A Lite by all but Schiſmaticks rever'd, - pid 
VVho tho to chem She did ſome Favour ſhow, 

Yer ſtill did they the more obedient grow 2 - 


or 


' Freen ANNE. 

Ir rather did they not, ſuch as they were, 
ontrive to fill her Breaft with anxious Care? 
Vhich did the Anger of the Gods provoke, 

dppreſt with Grief, at laſt her Heart they broke. 

hen might the Clergy freely fpeak their Mind, 
or with luch Treament meer, as ſince they fd, 

hen they might i in the Churches pray and preach, 
Vhat Holy Scriptures of themſelves do teach. 


But oh! on that, my Satyrizing Muſe, 
orbear to ſpeak, and nobler Thoughts infuſe; 


As pious Chriſtians, we muſt all ſubmit, 


o what kind Heaven it ſelf for us thinks fi: ; 
ind tho' eriumphant ANNA now is gone, 
Ter ſtill God's Anger will not alwas burn 5 

nd tho Republicans againſt her write, 

ks Fiends'! in Miſchef always take Delight; 
et ſtill the Muſes will her Fame Defend, 
ill Time ſhall be no more, and have an End. 
ho' this is all that can by them be ſaid,, 

ow She within the Sacred Ut is laid,. 
eath took her Mortal art, but God her Spirit, 
nar ſhe above might endleſs Bliſs inherit, 
and ſing th Almighty's Praiſe amongſt the reſt, 
here lives the Souls of Saims-compictely ble; 


For as ſhe lid. fo-living:did retire, 


o in. in Caaſort wich the Heavenly Quire.. 
2. 
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[SOLILOQUY T 


On the DEATH of 
| For 
Queen ANNE. 
| | | 
OW valn are all Things here below? 
How: ſhort-liv'd' is our Glory ! 


Misfortunes ſoon reduce us low, 
And Death concludes our Story. 


I I. 
Whilſt in the Prime of Strength and Years, Fron 
Stern Age ſeems diſtant from us; bit: 
E'en then we haunted ate with Fears | 
Of future Woes upon us. 


111. 

Amidſt our Raptures of Delight, _ 

When. Mirth and Joys ſurround us, 
Miſtups preſent themſelves to ſight ;. 

Our very Thoughts confound. us. 
SY 
To Hippineſs we all aſpire, | 

But different Ways propoſe; 


Arcen ANNE. 


And whilſt too eager we deſire, 
The Bliſs we ſeek, we loſe; 


, 

Ia vain we Wealth and Honour prize, 

In vain we long for Pow'r ; 
For ſtill as we the higher riſe, 

we only fink the lower.. 

VI. 

Reſtleſs we always Something crave, 

There's Something ſtill behind ; 
That Something's only in the Grave, 

'Tis there we Eaſe ſhall find: 

VII. 
From thence the Pious, Good, and Juſt, 
To endlefs Pleaſures riſe ; 

Attended by the Heav'nly Hoſt, 

See ANNA mount the Skies ! 

2414 
„ao us of Comfort She bereaves, 
She's now with Serapbs ſeen; 
The Joy She ſought, She now receives, 
' Who was both Saint and Queen. 


is om © 
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D E A p ve - 


Of Her Majeſty, 
Queen ANNE. 


Ould mourntul Verſe in every Mortal raiſe, 

Or tender Pity, or immortal Praiſe, 
Britannia then would melt in Tears away, 
And to eternal Night transform Her Day. 
Than would Her Virgins in fad Cypreſs clad, 
Bemoan the Fate of Princely ANNA dead. 
The church, as She has cauſe in Robes of Tears, 
(Such now the very hardef Marble wears) de 
Shall weep à Flood, her Eyes find no Relief; G K 
Uncommon as her Loſs, ſo is her Grief. 
indulgent Mothers thus their Children moan, | 
Thus did Great ANNA, thus did She alone, MEAL 
| Mer People's Good She made Her only Care, 
| In Peace moſt Sweet, moſt-Forrunate i in War. 
Ah, Death, thou Tyrant, thus to take the Gao; © 
end leave even Vertue's Self in Widows hood. 

I piety Her chieſeſt Glory lay, 
1 vez re truly, Great that dare not vice obey; 


I 
£ | 
i 
* 
= 
bl 
0 
\ 7 
N 
Wo -% 
* 
K 
> 
1 
i 
oi \ N 
1% 
3 
4 
* 
f 
F 
s 
E 


4 


Queen "ANNE. 


Thoſe who to golden Crowns and Scepters give 
More real Luſtre than they do receive. 
Bid fair in Time's Eternal Book to be, 
ya they ms ſha, by ar Get UE.EN of The 
Ah! Glorious Prince, born for the Nation's God, 
Too late thy Worth, alas, we underſtood. : - 
As Love in Abſence burns with, greater Heat, 

It is Enjoyment only Palls the Sweet. | 
He that would make thy Charafter complet, 
May call Thee Good, Juſt, Wiſe, Sincere, and Great, | 
Friend 6 the Church, and Parrot g de Brave, * 
When happy You did injured Exyope five, © ; 
And to three Kingdoms, Peace and Plenty gave, 
Yer they'll ſucceed as common Paimers do. c | 


It is at beſt but an imperfeft View 
ol thoſe more noble Virtues known in You. 


Kings may from Her a Princely Pattern take. AN 
And Mercy love for its own gentle ſake : - 
Mercy the greateſt Bleſſing Heaven Cer gave, 

Tis next to giving Life it ſelf to fave. 

No baſe inglorious AR cer Md Her Throne, 

No Lan more Sacred than Her word was known. 

Thrice Happy we, if for a kind Return, 

Our Love did wich an equal Ardor burn. 

if ſo much Gopdaefs does not raiſe our Flame, 

Ingratitude her ſelf will Bluſh. with ſhame; - 


4 8 
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4 POEMS on he Diath of 


_ When ANNA fell; no Thunder Storms were heard, N 


„ 
Calm as Her peaceful kid 7. ns If: Beat Ears * 
Some Guardian Angel with officions haſte, | _ 


* ieee nn: Or, 
| Had born Her hence cer he his Rights had paſt, | 


+ y 
; | Time, that in all things elſe forperful is, =y 
Win glory more in Nothing than in this, 1 r 
n ae Fame ful . 1. 45 
5 : S 

| To the Sacred | 

| Witl 

E E MOR 1 42 
Puck 

e Wit 

But 

| Queen of X XE. |= 

Hi Saltem accumulem done, & 7 ſungar i inani H 

| Virgil. The 
— eee Her 

By Mr. R. C. Ang 

hs . r 

Hilſt Britain's Sons. afreſn their Loſs proclaim, . 


Emulous to celebrate Great ANNA's Name. 
Upbratd baſe Faction with the horrid. Sinz | 

! Of imp ouſly prophaning ſuch a QUEEN. . ; 
Do thou, my Mule, aſſiſt the mournſul Quire; 


* = fad Theme, thy tender Soul inſpire. © = a 
3 . 


) 


Auen ANNE; © 
Thy lowly Lays in ANNA Praiſes try. 
Thy Zeal, thy want of Skill. ſhall well upp Nun 
But where wilt thou the mighty Taste bega; 
Or, how unfold the great, the-wond'rous Scene : 
Each Scene of Liſe does ſo amaze the Eye ? 3 

'Tis dazeld at the vaſt Variety; | I} $9 
Nor can we tell what Action moſt ro praiſe, | x 
Where ev ry AR does equal wonder raiſe. © = 


So when ſome Draught of Raphaels Hand we view, 
Wich curious Eyes, each Beauty we purſue, - 
Mixt with ſuch Skill the blended Colours ſhine, 
Such Nature, fo much strengch, in every Line, 
Wich Wonder we pronounce the Piece Divine. 
But where to fix, which part to praiſe the won, 
we know not, in the pleaſing rranſpon ft. 


Heav'ns glorious Naſter-piece.in ANNA's Und, 1 © 
The Great, the Good, the Mercitul, was join d. 8 | 
Her Soul, of every Virtue was poſſeſt, | 
And every Grace, reſided in Her Breaſt. 
$ juſt did She each Stage of Life adorn, | 
as tho' a Pattern to the World were born. 
Ne et ſure were Royal Virtnes more diffus d, 
Nor eer were Royal Virtues better us d; 
Juſtice and Mercy both did here unite, 

But Cod- like Mercy was Her chiet Delight. 


” 
. 
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When eer our Crimes the Sword of Juſtice drew, 
Her Nature wept ey n Juſtice to perſue, 

Like gracious Heay'n ſtill ready to reſent, 
More pleas with Mercy, than with Puniſhment, 

Let Envy fay, Did Cruelty e' er Stain 

Her Mild, Her Gentle, and Her Eaſy Reign ? 

Did cer our QUEEN delight in Subjects Blood ? 

In whoſe were cer Her Royal Hands imbru'd ? 


No, dhe was ever Gracious, ever Mild, 
Like a fond Mother to Her tender Child. 


Wich kind Compaſſion. from Her gracious Throne, 
On ſuf ring Virtue ſtill did She look down, 

The poor She always had in great Regard ; 

None told their Wants and went without Reward. 
Her pious Hands were ever doing Good. 


| © And conſtant Favours on all Ranks beſtow'd: 


All Ranks Her Lofs with equal Juſtice mourn, 
And fill with grateful Tears Her Sacred Urn. 

Oh! could my Muſe deſcribe the glorious Saint ? 
Her pure Devotion in the Temple Paint! 
Tell me, ye holy Men that waited there, 
Was it not Heav'n to ſee Your QUEEN in Pray's ? 
Did not officious Angels from on high, 
Deſcend, and waft gach Accent to the Sky? 


= 5 * 
"” 


And 


Breen ANNE N is oof; 77 


And when She took the Euclariſtich Feaſt, 1 57 c N 
Did not Seraphick Beams Her radiant Head — | 
oh! Royal A V E could not theſe Virracs five 

From cruel: Death and the deſtructive Grave ? 
Could not our Pray ers the ſatal Stroke Prevent, 
And force the barb'rous Tyrant to relent; 

In vain were Pray ts, in vain all humane Aid, 

In vain was Virtue, Virtue's Self fell dead, 

And in our Glorious QUEEN the bright Area fled. 


Was it for rhis, thou/gaviſt Britannia Peace, 
And mad'ſt the ltbrrid Din of Diſcord ceaſe; 
For this, did'ſt thou aſſwage War's bloody Strife? 
To dedicate to Heav n thy future Life ? 
But thou, nor Peacg, nor Life on Earth muſt ſee F 
Launclit out into the Ocean of Eternity. 
Thy Noble Soul diſdaining humane Bliss, 
Capacious of Eternal Happineſs z 
Broke from its Priſon here, and took its Flight 
To the calm Regions of Meridian Light. 
There, there, thou fir ft upon a glorious Throne, 
Changing a Eartily for an Heay'nly cn. 


1 
Look down from chence, 0 Saint, ferenely bright? | 

Still be thy Mem' ry precious in our ſight, 

Scill may Britannia reverence thy Name, 


And all thy Great, thy God-like Acts proclaim, 


E May 


y 


F 5 


- Neat / 0 


buy the vile Malice of no Nland'ring Tongue 


on the 


' Dare offer to thy facred Aſhes Wrong! n 
So may ſt thou to our Pray rs propitious prove, cx 

Accept this Off ring of our zealous Love, C 
1 


And of our Queen on Earth, become our Saint above! 


—_— 


A 
Pindarique O D E, 
Sacred to the 


M EMOR Y 


Her Late Je; ITY Majeſty, 


Till 
Queen ANNE. * 

Writ won after her Death. 
V 
By W.! Paut, 4. : Þ.o Watham-Callg, Oxon. T 
| Nor 
: & The 
| AT eternally adieu, thrice happy Train Vet 
i Ot Graces, Smiles, and young Deſire, L 
\ pol ſoſt Content, and am'rous Fire; 1 The 
wy The Glories of your peaceful Reign 'E 
WL t4uft Piel no more, fo Fate decrees.! nn 8 


* * 
92 


Lecen ANNE © 39 
Break, break my Muſe, .thy Lyre ; the dancing String, 
| Thar jung in loſry Numbers, lofty Things, | 
The ſoft Embraces of the Fingers fly, 
And never more will ſound of Harmony or Joy. 
For great Elisa, that inſpir'd thy Songs, 

Whoſe mighty Virtues, mighty Wrongs,. 

Were thy eternal Theme, | 
Like Ceſar now, or greater Charles, is nothing but a Nume.. 
Come all Britannia s Sons, your Loſs deploz , 

For your belov d Eliza is no more! 

Weep, lor ever Weep, and Moan, 3 
| For ever Sigh, and Groan. 
im Tears no more can flow, 

Petrißed, like Mobe, with Woc. 


8 


a H. | 
Weep, Helicm, thy Fountain dry ; 
Thy Streams no more inſpire, - 
Nor ſwell the Poets Breaſt wich God-like Fire : 
The Virrues, which they proudly boaſt, 
Fth' gloomy Horrors of her Grave erernally are loi. 
Laurels, Smiles, and pompous Praile, 
The richeſt Tribute, which er ungrateful Vulgar pay, 
Were bur the Embryo-Birth | 
She gave to learned Worth : 


K 2 Each 


* OEMS the Degtb of 


Each Candidate of Art, i in Time, was bleſt 
Wich Title, Wealth, or honourable Truſt; 

None, tho the meaneſt Son of Earth, 

It Merit glitter d tro tflis humble Clay, © 
But by her Favours he ud Ggnify his irth, | 

File his Native Ruſt away, 115 

Call trom a Cort, and fix him near her Throne. And 
W Thus of: great “ on Earth has turn d his _ hs 
| And found ſome Virtue tatter d, and — 

To Hatred dimm d, and Scorn, R 
Bur hot wich tndigiiadion gros J 
(Mankind's Injuſtice ſeen) FR 
Swifter than Thouglit he ſhifts the "Tug 
Snarches him thence, and ſeats him in che Skies. 


2138. # , 


22 v 


8 | . 
But moſt, ye Sons of Levi, mourn, 
| Ope' all the Sluices of your-Kyes, 
And write Life off in Elegies ; I vi e er 
For your bleſs d Patroneſs is: how n mere C 
Who oſ all the ſacred unn 5 0! 15 
| Thar at the Altar ſerver ſervd iu vanß?W6 bw. 
How did ſhe grieve the hapleſs Stare 747 Nn 
Of thoſe, whom niggard Fate Un 2286 459.) 
Had ſurik'to meagre Poverty, ad vg tres iR 
Say, * did She dot or more ian Grieve? Hey R tat 


Nl * 


1 - hi _ 5 iohirned 


1 
: £ 


4 


cned 


And bid em offer, like the Sons of Heav'n, the Sacrifice of. 


ren ANNE. 41 


Lightned their Load of Care, 


Pray r. 
Nor was her Bounty ſtinted here, 
To th' Orphan; Widow, and the Slave; 
With-laviſh Hand She gave. 
And upon ev'ry Child of Woe her Bleſſings ſhowed. - 
Not more. diffuſive Goodacſs boaſts the-San, :. 
Whoſe golden Beams eternally are thrown... 
Around the World, in beautiful Array, 


To bleſs Mankind with the bright Gloric 
ol the Dan * ”Y 


Triamphane rides upon the Wings of Pame;. 
That meaſur d Time's ſwiſt Hand; 
Not by the Ebb and Flow of Sand, 

But the more reg lar Motions of his Mind, 

Which ev'ry Bear, ſtruck Bleſſiags to Mankind, 

No more Illuſtrious Shade ſhall mention d. be, 

Bur a. che Type of Thee. 


Tv; 
What Flames of Zeil, whar Pangs of facred Love + 


Her Actions iffluenc'd; and her Paſſi>ns ſway c? 
Scarce the bright Choir · oe, 
Tharchampererml Lays,... 

Fat erna Bove-2o their great; Maktr's Praia. 


Ack Heights of: OT. 
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42 POEMS on the Death « 


Foul Sin, for ever haumced with a num rous Train 1 11 
Of ghaſtly Fjends, that with Remorſe, and Pain, * | 


: 


Laſh the black Soul, were baniſh'd trom her Reign : 1 Gavi 
| Which ran out gently og the Nies of Iime, And 
Free trom the leaſt Suſpicion oſ a Crime; 1 Dei 
Each Scene unchequer d, wich the motly Brood Of ( 
Of Luſt, Ambition; Ty ranny, or Blood, | 
Great nic Pride A —— — R 
| 5 nh 546 609% erg 
OO What uncxhaufted Springs of Mercy flaw 4 
= From Her right Hand, 1 
6 And water d all che Land! .- +, + 9.91 , 
i | Even on Her. ungrateſul Foes 3 38 4 ir 
For Some, repining at the. ſacred Flame, * 1 
Her Virrues ſhor, ſull infamouſly wore, that Nam, F 
Like the poor Daſtard Birds of Night, IEP. * 
That bask in Gloom, and ſhudder in che kight, 1 | 1 


| | The pious Squl a Waſte of Bleſſings throws ! CIP 7 . 
ACC the Muſe may ſure wich Juſtice cal, 1 
g The Liberality beſtow d In E 
| On the Re- publick, fnzr ling Crowd. 

fru Prins an a. e 1 I For 


V4 VI. mand Hr 21328 But 
Z Apol's Temple, was her lovely — Wat aber His 
There the whole God Was proud to reſt, tene Wh 


- He left, with Joy, his Heay' n to be Eixgs 6 Guel i 


* 
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Autun ANNE 43% 


Wiſdom wrape in Lambent Flame, 
He ſhot thro! all her Frame, ods d g 2d . 
Gave her to know the ky ſerie of Spare, 
And to unravel the moſt dum Decrees of Fate. 
Lycurgus, Numa, ev'ry Laurel'd TOI $4 cot Me an wont 
Of Greece, or Rome, chat ſwells the Mouth of Fame, 
Into Her Cabinet She ob., 1-4 u: bak 
on, Remark'd on what they wrote, and what, they-ſpokez.. 
| Their fineſt Sentimonts tranſplanted here. 
Which cultivated hy her Car 
Sprung to a greater Height, {1 (97 nl 
And ſtood more firm, and -lopk'd more brigt and nir. 
By Nature thus enriehid, and Art. 4 0 
The Wheels of Government:Stie-mov:d around 1 | v7! 
With * Shilh,” +: ö nen ber bak 
Wich ſuch — Reaſon, artl af Wi; «i n 
That nme Spring and ey Hut, d O awe 
wich Order, Peace, and'Huppinck, n οꝛn n 1 
- Juſt fo th Almighty does whale, Nature move 
In Peace, and Order, Harmony, — id blod ul 
No Rebel-Aram durſt p wort Tikuo 
For ruinous Fighe, and — war; „An 3.14 
Bur all the Elements their nacive Eamit res. 
His Providence chalks out the Bartier- Line, 7 


© 


Which bounds their Pow'r, and bids, am ja i Friend 
bag. join. 
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44 POEMS on the Death of 

__ 

Fewin the Gre, whoſe caring | Mind. 

Swells, as the Sea, ard bluſters, as the Wind, 

Whoſe motly Frame, like Ana, does expire, 

Sao on the Top, and from the Bottom Fire, 

Who thevaft Limits of his France Diſdains, 
= And rugs to bind the Univerſe in Chains, 

W Frome big Din- ol War; and dread-Alarms,. 
| Beg'd a Ceſſation, and-refign'd his Arms: 


uv we 


Down from his Head: 
Of Pow'r, and daſtid em in the Duſt; 
= Swift as che Wings of Light they fled, 
| And ſreed from Panick Fear the trembling World. :' 
| Then ſmiling Peace ſhone ont in bright Array,. 
W Down thro' the Erberial Plain he-; wing d- her Way. 
| Whirl back the Clouds, and fprung.upon. the Nay... 
% 
| unt. f | 
Wouldit thou advance thy dating Flight : 
Not all the runchul Nine, | 


Wich all ch” pen Fire der boaſt em 
Ipſf dMtnmmems of Praiſe: 


Th great am 


1. 


ANN A's. Superior Genius hurl'd- = / 


9 en ANNE, _ = 7 
Which more 1 tho all Divine "i 
She be, with Modeſty may ask from Fame. 

To fay the Goddeſs of the Cyprian Grove, 

Wick all her kiling Charms of Love, 


To ſay Lucretia, Pride of ancient ume, . 1 | f 
( Leſs famous for its Conqueſt than her Doam) 2 
Muſt drop the Chaſt, the beautecus prize, 


Eclips d by Her more ſpotleſs Thoughss, and. Her more 
powerful Eyes; 


To ſay the Charms of Her — eoiiiira,” * 
To grace Her Form, and beantffy fer "Wind, 32 
Speak not Het Merits, bur the Muſes Phlegm, 1 
Too weik to a lofry Thieme, 


* IX. N gun e. N J 
Bur (eeths funden Tum of Kues Wo XxXE0 | 
This Tyde of Glory, Lot 216 gait Stite, 
By our Eliza won with Sweat and Pain, 
Like Siſyphus his Stone, | 
No fooner to the Top were grown, 
But down the ſlipp'ry Precipice they roll d again. 
Death, with meagre Face, ſtep'd in, 
And, with his fatal Kniſe, 
Struck off che Thread of Life, 
And clos d the pompous Scene. 
But Heay'ns ! how patiently She bore + 


%* wh 


© 
* * 


3 POEMS on nh Diab of 
The Tyrane' Graſp, and baffted all his Pow'r ! _ 
No lab ring Groan, no thick'd-breath'd ſigh was heard 
No briniſh Rain ſpoutint from Eyes appear d. P 
But Joy, alk downy Whigs, cad comdy Gran, 

| And ſacred Love, at ſmiling in her Face; 
mee Soul ſprung thro' Her Tenement of Ci, 
| Exulting loud at Nature's proſp rous Fight,. C 
ua, thro the milky Way, 


on 
wy 


Swift, as 4 Flaſh of Light, „ N 

„e the goriow Regen of eh I 
; | Thus che gry Sun, dar wich briak March, does move SY 
= Around the Cryſtal Plains above, = 
Firſt mounting from his wavy Bed, 


| Does oer the Heav'ns a ſhining Glory ſpread; 
- Bar, at bus Set, a bigger Blaze of Rays adorns his Head. 
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TO THE. | 


Pious MEM ory: 1 


| 
Of Our Late Moſt Excellent © | 


Queen ANN E, Sc. | 


: 
+ 


By JOHN ROGERSON, M A. Heſter of 
Sr. Olave's Free School Southwark. 


ATL = ANNE ! La the crown'd, 
Too good for Earth, too good for BritiſþGround ; 
Oh! oou'd I rate thy Worth, I wou'd in Verſe 
Booclaim Thy Fame, Thy mighty Deeds rehearſe ; * 
But I muſt own, it is above my skill, | 
And my weak Hand prevents my willing Quill. 
Yet bleſſed Saint! permit me to beſtow, | 
Some Tears unfeign'd upon thy Shrine below, 0 
Tears, the juſt Tribute, we Good PAINCES owe, 
Let none Thy ſacred Aſhes trample on 
apaniſt d, now Thau lt left thy Earthly Throne; 

They who rejoice, that 1/ree!'s Beaury's dead, 

Vograzeful Wretches are to erowned Head; 


Pe EEE 
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ANWE was the Charctts Glory and kes. || Th 
Once Joy, now Grief; of True Sohs of oa Gown. * 
mogen then, Goth lutgders peg dread, = * OO 


| No Bays, no Laurels, to adorn Her Herſe, - 


| The Guardian Angel of our 81 Dome, 5 15 | 


For both Fontific, and Schiſmatick Chair, 
Nay, all the world of Errors ſtocd in ſear, 


Who now can fing, and triumph, ee 

Dead did I f, forbid ir Hear'n-charShe,, > | 8 
2 ive ve. to | 

poly renee , 8c N No 

Dr a * * — — I For 

No « 


Her MAJEST V. 
D 55 X F. HK 


EL GND 


py - 
— . 
— — | 
at... A. of 21 9 A "Fi * — 
— * 


4 


Nerateful Brie * JEU") Europe'fay, * 
U If Sacred ANNA thus muſt ſlide away? 3 


Who was the Goddeſs-of our Arme and verſe! | 


Who kept Geneva off, as fir as Rome ? 6 


$4. &.% 7 


nad of Her ſale Reftringenrs had a wholeſome ſhire; 


Nen ANNE. 
mee Crozier loſſom d, 4 did Avis Rod, 

And ſhew d the Beſt of Churches ſerv d her God. 
No ſhorn Ienetfur?s dat d infeſt our Iſle, 

I Nor John Alart a Gracious Prince begulle. 

ort held the Oar, Majeſtic ANNA (ate wy 

A pious Reftrix at the Helm of State. 
+ | No foaming Bilfows d infilc che Main, 
= || For Tork was pilot, and "twas ANNA's Reign. 

No claſhing Swords ar Land, alarm'd our Ears, 
„o Civil-Difcords, or Domeſtick Fears. 

No Shgian paths, b* inferaal Ruffiins trod, 
No Britiſh Daggers dy'd in Bririfh Blood. | 
No dire Contentions did our Joys aflay, © - * 151 
But all our Strife, was, who ſhould moſt obey. | 
The Sword was ſheath'd, and Foreign Slaughters ceaſe, 
And all was Harmony, and Love, and Peace. 
The Flow'y de Lute was dead, and all in view, 
, Appear'd as Verdant as our Peace was New, | 'L 
The Belgic- Lion roar d, and Auſtria ſaw, 
Her Eagle muſt ſubmit to Martial-Law; 
Becauſe the Thifile, for ſueceeding time, 
Was barr'd from ſprouting in a Neigho' ring Cline, 
Munich and Bonne threw all Reſentments down, 
And ſerv'd the Eagle, in a Britiſh Crown. 
Thus Europe ſmil'd, and give Grear A VV A Praiſe, 
For She from Her enjoy'd thoſe golden Days: 

F 


Lu 


Thus 
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Thus Europe truckled, thus the Empreſs ſmay'd, 
While ſome for Fear, but more for Love obey d. 
Thus did Great- Britain, in her Zenith ſhine, 

And bleſt the Glorious Relict of the Royal Line. | 
The UNION clapt her Wings, and ſtalkt in State, 
And nothing mourn'd fo much as Gli ſter's fate : 
Plung'd in that Charm the Veſſel ſtil] had reel d, PE | 
Had not Sophiæ the flack Canvaſs fill'd. 

The Senate's Caution, and Her Princely Care, 
Thus bleſt our Orphan Iſle wich an Illuſtrious Heir; 
Whoſe future Princes from Her golden Chain, 
Of Princely Virtues, and Her Standard Reign, 

An uncorrupted Glory may amain. 


Mourn Britain, for if Heav'n &er deſign d 

A Prince to be the Darling of Mankind, 

*T'was She, and She (how can that Word be ſaid ? ) 
Our Noftrils Breath, the Mighty ANNA's Dead, 
Mourn Belgia Mourn, in Mourning Auſtria go, 
Sxevia may Mourn, and ſo may Galliz too: 
Europa Mourn, and in fad Conſort fay, 
The matchleſs ANNA's gone, Aſtrea's fled.away. 


| 


Qucen ANNE. 
Wh 
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rr I 


—_—ﬀc——_— 


— — | wal * — 


Occaſion d by the 
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Death of Her late MAI ESTV. 


Etir d within my ſelf, thus long to mourn, 


Deſpairing of my former Joy's return; 
Confin'd to mournful melancholy Thought, 

Whoſe Cauſe, exceſs of Grief alone has wrought, 
No Remedy to mitigate my Woe, 

Befides what Tears and deepeſt Sighs allow: 

Fain I from Words wou d ſcek for ſome Relief, 
Deſiring thence no Cure, but Eaſe from Grief : 

But oh! the Subject now becomes too great, 

For Sighs and Tears to ſhow, or Words repeat. 
This fatal Truth does Albion now confeſs, | | | 
And knows not how Her Sorrows to expreſs ; 

But for Heav'ns Promiſe, which prevents my Fears, 
I ſhou'd expeſt à ſecond Flaod by Tears, 

Time, which has ever yet been found to- be, 

Againſt ſuch Ills, a Sov'reign Remedy, 

wil uſeleſs now, and ineffeQual prove, 

And muſt our ſelves, if it our Griet remove: 

F 2. 


For” | 
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For all till Death muſt this great Loſs deplore, - 

When Time it {elf with us can be no more. 

For ever Sacred be hey-Nemory ; * 

From ſwiſt· pac d Times deſtructive Power tree, 
Till ſwallow d with it in Ecengity. . 

What Bleſſings did we promiſe to our Ifle ? 

= What blooming Hopes did adverſe. Fate beguile ? 

{ Thoſe ill Examples which in Courts abound, - 

(Where Vice in all alluring Shapes is found ; ) 

Caus d on Her well fix d Virtues no Reſtraint; ; 

Like Mercy kind, and Pious as a Saat. 

Ne'er were in one many Graces ſeen; ; 
Meck, tho' fo Great,. and Humble, tho' a QEEN. 
Vice in a Torrent tong & re-flow'd the Land, 

Which She alone was able to wichſtand: 

Nor only fo, but ſtemm'd th' increaſing Flood, 

And ſhew'd the Excellence of being Good. 

This She durft do, and do ar ſuch a Time, 

When Vice was hugg'd, and Virtue thought à Crime. 

virtue felt an Eclipſe till ſhe appear d; 

And ſcarce more than the Name was cating. 


What Virtues ſcatter d in the Sex appear . 
In Her a glorious Conſtellation; were. A 2 | | Stur 
We now (ſince She from Care below 's relcas d) 15 


buy cruly ſay ut Miracles are ceas d. [44 


_ Queen ANNE. 
But ſay, Oh! Whither, whither is She fled 2” 
Methinks I hear Grief whiſper, She is Dead. 
Oh! never ſay She's Dead, can ſuch Worth be; 
Like us, ſubjected to Mortality ? | 
Say rather, on an Embaſſy She's gone, 
(As none ſo fir) to the Celeſtial Throne, 
(As wlulſt on Earth we were Her chiefeſt-Care, 
So now) to fix a firm Alliance there. 


aa — | — 
ON 


Queen - ANNE? 3 


D E A E H. 


By Mr. GREGG. 


"N'gloomy <cences of Grief, BRITANNTA lies, - 8 

Fates cut che Thread, illuſtrious AMN A dies. 
The fatal Stroke ſpreads Terrors all around. = 
In Briny Tears each Loya, SubjeR's drown S 


From Heaven's. high vauked. Arch their dreadful Cries 
reſuund. 


Struck with Deſpair, the headleſs People tiy,.. 8 


The diſmal PtoſpeR of a TowTing Sky, 


&ccuſe the lingring Fates, 4i.d wiſh to d) e- 
x F 3 Serre 
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Since ANNA is.no more, and Virrue fled, Wh 

To ch bliſsful Regions Britain's Genius dead. 
Our Sighs are loſt, and Floods of Tears arc vain, 
Elizian Shades our nobleſt Parts retain, 

Nor can Fate now reſtore the Bliſs again, 
Ceaſe therefore Britons to lanyent Her Death, 
Since She ſerene and calm refign'd Her Breath. 

Conſcious of .nought that could-diſtugb, Her Breaſt, 

Smiles in her Agonies, and ſeems at reſt. 

er Councry's ſaſery, and its Faith's Defence, 

Relief of th Injur'd, Guard of Innocence. 

wich equal Juſtice did Her Laus maintain 

And Heaven well-pleas'd ſmil d on Her Glorious Reign. 


— | a_ 2 —ͤ 
On the much lamented DE ATH 
r H E 


Queen A N N 


Who died, 4 1. 1714 


E. 
r Li 1 i. 


Moſt Piou and thſtring Princeſs, 


— _ — 
* 


| R on joyous Soogs, . from 8 vocal Groves, 
F Which Camus cheriſhzs, or Lis loves; 5 

| Ye Sacred Siſters, whoſe harmonious Sound 
4 dite d che gladſom Notes 2 Peace ww 


Nuten ANNE. 


Too ſoon by cruel Fate you're: call d aways -- - + + * i 
| To ceafe your Triumphs ſor chat happy D. « : 
| A ſudden Cloud: o'ertakes your riſing Sunn 
* And ve ils the Glories which were {earce begun. 
1 Your Royal Miſtreſs, whoſe Indulgent Reign | 
| New ſtrung your Harps, and ſwell'd: each fprightly'Strain 37 

She whoſe dear Life was all you wiſh'd to hae. 

All chat could crown the Bleſſings which ſhe gare, 

Is now no more, the fleeting Joy is paſt, 

Too good, too great, too exquiſice to laſt. - | 

Unworchy we! Juſt Heaven reſumes its wm. 

To call ſuch Virtue to a brighter Throne 
were no Ingrates, no Clamours can moſeſet 
- The Realms of Peace, and her Erernal Reſt : 

There ſhall ſhe live from Cares of Empire free; | ; 

Nor bear the tedious Pains of dull Mortality. 
4 Thar Clime no Storms ot Rage or Envy. knows, 12 8 

u leaves far off the Trains of human Woes, 


The bright Inhabitants a Calm enjoy, SST: 9620156 15 
Sweet as thoſe Objects which PIE 
Pleaſure is here a viſionary Taſte, - u A 


— | - Bur there a ſolid Good, which Timecan never waſte. 
ve bieſs d, from your Immortal Sears ariſe, - 
Receive the Darling of our weeping Eyes, 

She bleſs d our Eirth, and will adorn your Fries, 


' Reetive | 


Nor all the dazling Pomp that Aſian Monarchs wear. 


„% POEMS on me Dann, 7 


Receive her as no Stranger to the Place; 
But worthy of the Pious Martyr's Race. 
Long ſince to your Abode the Way ſhe knew 


And tho' ſne hv'd with us, corvers'd with you. 


No Day her Sacred Tribute cer detain'd, 

To him ſhe ſtill addrefs'd by whom ſhe reign'd ; 
To him wich holy Violence ſhe ſu d. 
Whoſe Graces her Ce'eftial Mind imbu d. 


This was the Vital Flame which warm'd her Heart, 
Wbere vain Ambition never bore a part. d 
Thus arm'd, Heaven's Foes, and Britain's fhe wirhſtood, 


In Meckneſs Great, and ohſtinately Good. 

To Heaven behold her proſtrate lowly down, 
And Greater fo, than circled with a Crown + 
That ſplendid- Burthen cuuld not tempt her Eye, 


well raught; and well-prepar'd to lay it by. 


Her Poeple's. Happineſs.was all her:Care, 
Wich this no Wealth of Indies could compare, 


Britannia all. her Sovereign's Love poſſeſs! 
And reign'd unrival'd in the Royal Breaſt 
From that rich Source auſpicious Kindneſs flow'd, 
And ſmiling Joys on all around beſtow'd. | | 
Scarce in more tender Screams the Current u de 
To her dcar Conſort, or her blaoming Son- 


? 


' Queen ANNE. 


Tho? who enn tell the Wive's'or: Mather's Hain, 
For young Marcellus *, and the Royal Nane 7. 1 
But grudge we not thoſe ung 1 0 
In loving them ſhe lord her People wo. ; 
Hail Mighty Dead ! o mare Mad de cela,. 

Your Sacred Love, or interrupt its Line, 

Twas more than Mortl here, bur now tis al Divine. # - || 
But where, O where, woud roving Thought aſpiro. 1 | 
Aszouch'd wich Regis of the Celcſtal. Eire Mp 744 BA | 
The Glorious State is ſhut from human View, = 
And Albion's Loſs will Sighs and Tears renen. 
ANNA no.more ſhall grace che Sphere below, 

But mournlul we the ſad Proceſſion gg &. 
And wait around her-Tomb, tha Dravy vor d. 


Attend ye Britons on the Royal Urn, 
For ſuch a QUEE N ds impious not to mourn. 
But chiefly you hom Sacred Duty ties, 
The laſt religious Rites to ſolethnize ; 
Ye venerable Worthies of the Gown, 
Who ANNA'S Bounties have 6 largely known, 
Return your grateful Tribute to her Name, 
Her bright Example to tie World prochiin, 
And tho? 95 Riil Keep ter in her Fame: 
3 2 nr — 
® The Due of Ger + Prince-George, / | 
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For 
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For well ſhe lov'd, and pitied all your Wrongs, 

Sd you from Want, and ſrom opprobrious Tongues; 
Yer to her Memory no Temples raiſe, 
Her ſelf has fix'd choſe Monumenes of Praiſe 

This noble biety will far out- vie 

Whrever Efforts human Arts can try: 

Shall lire when Nature is it ſelf decay dl. 5 


When the laſt Ruin ſhall the World invade, 
And Pyramid ſhall nk, in long Oblivion lid. 


* — 


ä 


ON 


| Sir God Ffrey Kneller 8 


—— — Wy * 


Laſt PICTURE of 
Her M AJ EST T. 


| - — — 
{TAY Paſſcoger, if you have Time, and ce 
The Royal ANNA in Efßgie: 
As in th? Original the Shades deſery 

| True Signs of Virtue, as of Majeſty ;,. 
Next view Her Great in War, as when She ſent. 


ner conqu ring Armiesthro'the Continent. tn 


B 
H 
N 
T 


* 


Lucen ANNE. 2 


But C 4 To like, . 

Her People ruin d by a Miniſtry f. 

Now fir ſt lament her Fate, chen own hore, 
The fineſt Pifture of the fineſt QUEEN. 


— — 


'To the QUEEN, 


P E A E. 


By Dr. ADAMS, 


—ͤ —2—— — 


. 


Reateſt of QUEENS, who make while You preſide, 
Europe the World's, and Britain Europe's Pride ; 

Now full-grown Cmqueft offers at your Feet 

Her ripen d'Harveft, and her Fruits complete, 

The deſtiu d Turns of happy Times appear, 

And of the Great, rolls on the Greateſt Tear. 

PALLAS now quits her Shield, ſerene her Face 

In peaceful Ornaments, and milder Grace, 

To you ſhe dedicates her diff rent bow ts, 

And all the Goddeſs and her Arts are Tous, 


. 


5 


t Plainly — Her e taking the Staff frm - 
Earl of Ox{| ford - 


[26 | POEMS: en the Deb of 
| the arch in Sis) and Til, the l 


{ While Armies battled, and while f rag'd, © ET 
64.08 52 

| Now on ter Udtüf chr her Thoughes employs, e 

| And wonders at che Bleffings Me cijoys, © * 


4 . * 83 — * 
| Moan while in elond/eſs Majefty is fern | 

f 

: | 


Goodneſs with expticaced! Te 
8 


re fad eed the mi r 
W And in its own Effetts, it ff approves. 


$0 when Almighty Power the Char broke, 
Ada Liebe ſrom̃ Darkneſs ifitd Being rate, 
| "Ecernal Wildom [mil'd upon the Drapght,. 
Praifing the Work, which he himſelf hat d wrought 


See, mighty QUEEN, thy Fleers ſcourely free 
{ The ſubject Seas, and Kingdoms of . 
The fruitful Earth, and boundleſs Ocean too, 
Freed by your Hands, cheir Tribute p Jau, 
Britamiæ blooming Heroes die no more 
The fatal Scheld, or Iſter s Purple Shore : 

Triumphs obtain d at chat Expence of Blood 

| Loft half their Value by fo dear a Flood. 

| Gallia efflavd with all her Pomp, and State - 

| Were a fad Purchaſe-at ſo high a Rate. 8 


But ye illuſtrious Shades rejoice below, 
Share ye your Country's Bliſs, who ſhar d her Vor; 
T | Your 


- 


| 


— 
bus to > - 4 — — — 
, 


Quien ANNE. 

Your Country pow, in PEACE ſecurely Greg, 

. Receives the Price of your untimely Fare, 
But thou Britannia Pride, whoſe pow rſul Hand: 

Aſſerts the Empire of the Sea, and Land, 

Whoſe Providence Awopd's Guardiag Proy'd, 

Bleſſing the World, by all the World below d. 


Aud Kings contend to crown you wich Applauſe, 
Yer not averſe, accept our leſſer Praiſe | 
The meaner Muſe, and her- officious Lays, 
accept her Lays, but with thar Gracious Eye 
That bids tumultuous War, and Facbion die, 
Your Thunder now laid down propitious hear, 
Andin your milder MWvridures appear. 


* 
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62 . The QUEENs Epitaph. 
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Screnſſime: REGIN, * 


A N N. A 


EPITAPHIUM. 


\ Larudite , Celicote, quia abe alnur 
ANNA. l dn 1 


E nunc cum 9 ROLO "Mariyre | rat 


OVans : 


A CU i. worn 9) 


Leh dedit Fauna in l a beata, 


Aterna in Celis præmia Pacis habet. 


_ Johannes Freman. 
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